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Summary 


Cornered, trapped under a ghost shield with hunters on his tail and no way to change back to 
his human form, Danny does his best to run and hide. 


It's his only option. He just doesn't know how long he can keep it up. 


Notes 


Ectoberhaunt 2023 Day 5: Hunt 


Run 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Some part of him, buried deep down, knows that this moment will be seared into his 
memories forever - if he makes it out in one piece. 


The heat pressing in on him, a wall he can’t see closing in. The smoke, distorting the world 
around him, leaving it a dark and warped echo of itself. Blood dripping onto the pavement 
with a violent hiss. 


Danny thinks he liked summer, once. Thinks he enjoyed the sun, even when it burned his 
skin. The warmth was a comfort, especially after he got his ice powers. He thought he could 
never be warm enough again, with that bone-deep frost that never left him. 


He was wrong. 


The city is on fire around him, and it’s a pretty apt metaphor for his life right now, to be 
honest. 


He should've expected something like this to happen eventually. He knew his parents loved 
him, but he also knew that love only gets you so far. Jazz broke that news to him after one too 
many nights of green-red blood soaking into her bathroom floor. 


They love Danny. They hate Phantom. The fact they don’t know they’re the same doesn’t 
matter in the end. 


It’s still a burn from their blaster that's lighting his shoulder with pain every time he turns his 
head. It’s still scrapes from the pavement that they shot him into tearing at his skin and 
jarring with every step. It’s still smoke from the fires they lit that’s burning his nose, still 
shocks from their net that have his left arm twitching even now, and still their collar snapped 
around his neck that has him stuck in ghost mode. 


It’s still their shield that has him trapped. 


He barely holds back a sob as he runs, knowing the sound might just give him away. It 
doesn’t help that he doesn’t even know how many people are chasing him now. He thought it 
was just his- just- just them. But no, the white suits managed to get in on this, too. Who’s 
next? Skulker? Vlad? 


He’d almost take the fruitloop. At least he probably won’t try to cut him open. Maybe. 
Oh, who is he kidding, he’s screwed. 


His core leaps into his throat at a sudden screech of tires from behind, and he launches 
himself around a corner at the last possible second to avoid the GAV as it thunders down the 


road. He doesn’t pause to check if they saw him, doesn’t think about the fact they’d more 
than gladly tear through the buildings on either side if they did. He just runs. 


Down another side street, through another alley, over another fence. His body screams at him, 
his core aches, but he doesn’t have a choice. He has to keep going. Has to keep running. 


If he falls, he knows he’Il never get up. 
If he stops, they’ ll find him. 


He doesn’t wanna think about what’|l happen when they do. 


Chapter End Notes 


Originally started as a fill for "everyone knows AU" for Angstfest, extremely loosely 
inspired by a Tumblr prompt that was like "where's Danny?" and had an option that was 
something like "trapped under a ghost shield with ghost hunters" and like, there's so 
much potential there? Anyway, attempting to finish this for Ectoberhaunt, we'll see how 
far I get lol 


Hide 


Chapter Notes 


Ectoberhaunt 2023 Day 11: Dread 
Straight up forgot I already had a dread fill written before I started writing this fic so 
uhhh I guess I have two now Imao 


He doesn’t know how long he’s been running. Long enough that his legs and lungs would be 
burning if he were human right now. The exhaustion still drags at him, though, just 
differently. An ache in his bones, a growing pressure in his chest. A weight in his core. 


He knows he can’t keep this up. He also knows that hiding isn’t really an option, they’ Il find 
him wherever he goes, and while he’s definitely desperate enough to hide in the sewers, he 
has no idea how to get into them without intangibility. 


He’s pretty sure he ran out of luck about, oh, two seconds after he stepped into that portal. 
But if he’s gonna take a chance, it’s gonna be on hoping they just... miss his hiding spot. 
Maybe they’ II think their trackers are broken if they can’t find him wherever they say he is. 
Maybe they’ll give up. Maybe. 


He knows before he finishes the thought that it’s hopeless, but hey, the whole situation is. 
Might as well delude himself for just a little bit longer. 


Assuming he can even find somewhere to hide. 


His eyes flick back and forth across the street, almost matching rhythm with his frantic 
footsteps. The road’s a mess - all cracked pavement and smoking cars. The ghost he’d been 
fighting earlier was nasty even before- before the ghost hunters got involved. He’d been hurt 
pretty badly even before that shot clipped him, even before that net closed around him and 
lightning burning pain pain STOP- 


He stumbles on nothing, breath hitching as he catches himself, and shoves that thought as 
deep into the back of his mind as it’ll go. 


There has to be something! Broken storefronts, shattered glass, distant flickers of fire- 
There! A door- 


It’s part way open, probably left that way when somebody in the building ran from the fight, 
but it’s also in a spot that’s easy to miss. A back door, employee entrance probably. He veers 
around a downed street lamp to sprint for the door, skidding on tile as he slides through it and 
slamming the door behind him. 


He winces at the sound, but doesn’t stop to worry about that before locking it and shoving 
whatever’s nearby in front of it. Some shelves, a table, some kind of chair- uncaring of the 
plates and junk that go flying as he moves them. This must have been some kind of restaurant 
or something. 


He spins when he runs out of things in reach, frantically searching for another way out, a path 
to the street beyond- 


Only to pull up short when he sees the rubble and twisted metal that make up the larger half 
of the room. It’s... it looks like something smashed into the building. Probably- probably 
them, or one of their weapons, or... 


It doesn’t matter. It's with a sinking feeling of dread that he realizes the only other exits to 
this building have already been blocked. 


He has nowhere left to run. 


He takes a deep, shuddering breath, more in reflex than anything. It leaves him in a wheeze 
when the sound of thundering footsteps reaches him. He can feel his vision starting to go 
blurry, His legs feel weak, and he can feel his hands shaking. He can’t fight them like this. 


He looks around, blinking the tears away and trying to focus, trying to find... something, 
anything at all that could help. It looks like this place used to be a restaurant, maybe some 
kind of cafe. Maybe something in the kitchen? Hysterical laughter bubbles out of him at the 
thought of trying to fight his- the hunters off with a knife. As if he’d even be able to get 
close. 


As if he’d be able to bring himself to really hurt them. 


He stumbles further into the room, only half seeing the wreckage of fallen chairs and tables 
as he trails over to the only other door he can see. He didn’t have much hope of finding 
another exit here- he came through a back door, after all. But apparently he still had enough 
hope for it to sink even lower. 


There’s nothing. A single window, too high for him to reach, too small for him to get through 
quickly. A wall of shelves, full of junk. 


Storage. It’s a storage room. 
It looks like hiding really is his only option. 


Numbly, he trails into the room, closing the door behind him. It won’t do anything to stop 
anyone, but he thinks leaving it wide open would probably be worse. Somehow. He sinks to 
his knees next to a row of old cabinets, listening to the no longer distant sounds of shouting 
and banging from back the way he came. Another shuddering breath leaves him. He opens 
the cabinet door, staring unseeing at its contents. It won’t even matter if he hides, but... 


A louder bang, and he jumps. Sucks in a quick breath, and slides into the cabinet. Shoves 
some things in front of himself. Shuts the door. 


It won’t matter. It won’t. But it’s all he can do. 


He hugs his knees to himself, hides his face, and pretends he can’t hear them getting closer. 
Pretends he doesn’t know exactly what it means when a loud set of crashes and a shout of 
triumph reach his ears. 


He flinches at the sound of metal scraping against tile, curls up tighter as the voices grow 
louder. Realistically he knows that this was over the minute they got that shield up while he 
can’t change back. But it looks like pretending time is over now, too. 


Their voices are unmistakable. The absolute racket that they’re making is, too. His mother’s 
laughter, that used to make him so proud whenever his stupid jokes caused it. His father’s 
heavy footsteps, that used to mean that none of the monsters hiding in the shadows could get 
him. 


Everything hurts but he knows it’s nothing compared to whatever they have planned for him. 


Distantly, he wonders if there’s still some magic way out of this. Maybe Clockwork will 
swoop in to kick him into a portal. Maybe Wulf will show up through his own portal, and 
drag Danny away from here. Maybe Sam and Tucker will come back from their family 
vacations, and charge in to save the day. 


Maybe he could tell his parents the truth. 


He wonders if they’ll believe him. He thinks they might have, if he had told them sooner, but 
it’s been so long, they’ve gotten so much angrier... 


He was nervous at first, worried they’d be upset, or angry. Ancients, he can’t believe there 
was a time when his biggest fear was getting in trouble. Back before he had to listen to his 
dad’s fifteenth rant about what he planned to do to the next ghost who stole any of their tech. 
To his mom’s casual dismissal of ghosts’ pain as unimportant. 


He used to be nervous. Lately he’s been scared. 


The voices grow much louder, much closer, and a door opens nearby. The only door into this 
room. He can hear the beeping of their scanner now, can make out their words, but he doesn’t 
listen. Doesn’t want to know what they’re planning to do to him. 


He thinks he won’t even get a chance to tell them now. 


The footsteps stop right outside the cabinet door, and Danny goes still. He doesn’t move, 
doesn’t breathe. It’s quiet, for a second, and that’s weird but he knows that doesn’t matter 
either, because there’s no way they’ Il just walk away now, right? There’s no way he could 
ever be that lucky, there’s absolutely- 


The door opens. No: the door is nearly pulled off its hinges as it’s thrown wide, and Danny 
finds himself staring down the barrel of a blaster the size of his head. He thinks his dad says 
something, something like words if you heard them from deep underwater maybe, but it. 
Doesn’t. Matter. Nothing does anymore. 


It’s over. 


In Plain Sight 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


His first instinct is of course to burst into tears. 


What else is he supposed to do? Fight? Hah, no. Not like this. Spill the beans immediately 
and hope they believe him? It’s a bit late for that. They’ve spent the better part of the last 
however many hours hunting him like an animal, and the barrel of that gun is glowing red red 
red, and he has the hysterical thought that it’d be kind of fucked up if he somehow managed 
to tell them but the thing blew his head off before they even heard- 


The gun falls to the ground with a high pitched whirr and a clatter. 


He stares, dumbfounded and kind of lightheaded, as the hunters- as his- as Jack and Maddie 
kneel in front of him. They’re saying something, but he doesn’t really process it. He’s kind of 
busy processing that he still has a head. 


A hand reaching out to grab him snaps him out of his daze pretty thoroughly, though, and he 
can’t suppress the scream that chokes its way out before he can stop it. Hah. Some hero. 
Fucking pathetic. He curls away from the touch, wondering what awful new invention 
they’ve decided is better than the blaster, the phrase make sure there's something left to rip 
apart spinning in his head like a top, like a whirlpool, like the portal where he died- 


Nothing happens. There’s no pain - no blunt force or bruising grip, no searing pain or 
sickening cracks, no burning or itching or- anything. 


He squints his eyes open, and his vision is filled with orange and teal. He thinks there’s a 
hand brushing through his hair, but that can’t be right. That doesn’t make sense. They should 
be hurting him, they should be trapping him in some awful net, they should be dragging him 
away to... to... 


“Sweetie?” He jerks violently and finds himself staring up into violet eyes that are way way 
too close- but, wait, what? “Sweetie, can you hear me?” 


The huntress- Maddie- his moms hand rests on his cheek, and he can’t help his flinch but 
she’s being so gentle, why is she being so gentle? 


He makes a vaguely confused sound, and she bites her lip in... worry? What. No. What? 
He doesn’t trust this. He can’t trust this. Because they’re acting almost like- almost like- 


“Sweetie, we don’t have much time. I know what this looks like and I am so, so sorry we 
ever gave you a reason to be this afraid of us. But we need to go, okay honey? Those jerks in 
white are going to be here any minute.” 


All he can manage is a bleary, and maybe a little bit slurred, “What?” 


“We saw you fall, honey. We saw you change.” She seems to hesitate, glancing up at- at dad, 
but presses on. “We did have our suspicions before now. This... confirmed it, is all.” 


Danny... doesn’t understand. “But... you shot me?” 


“No!” He flinches, eyes wide, at his mom’s raised voice. He her wince, and doesn’t know 
what to make of it. “Not- not this time.” 


“Yeah!” His dad cuts in, too loud, too close, but- “Those white suits stole some of our new 
tech. The bastards!” Danny is so thrown off by his dad actually cussing that for a second he 
doesn’t process that he’s talking about the Guys in White- the pricks who he was pretty sure 
were his dad’s heroes . The whiplash is almost enough to have him seeing stars. “They were 
the ones who shot you down. And boy, if I get my hands on them-” 


“Not now, Jack. We’ll have time to deal with that later. But we need to get Danny out of here, 
okay?” She turns back to him as she finishes, brushing his hair back from his face so 
carefully that he could cry again. “We’re going to need you to... ah, put on your disguise, 
okay?” 


He stares at her in honest confusion, not comprehending. “Disguise?” 


“Yes, the- the one that makes you look hu- ah. Alive.” 


“But... am...” Oh. OA. 
They think he’s... fully dead. They think he’s a ghost. And they still...? 


Now tears really are welling in his eyes again. “You think I’m all the way dead, and you’re 
still trying to save me?” 


He doesn’t see his parents exchanging baffled and worried looks above him. He can feel the 
way they hold him tighter, though. The way his mother’s hand doesn’t stop combing through 
his hair. 


“But... but I’m a ghost.” His voice cracks, and he hates it. But if this is real then he thinks 
that maybe it doesn’t matter. 


“Oh, Danny...” 


“Ghost or not, you’re still our son! And I’ll be damned to hell and back if I let my boy get 
taken away by some two bit thieves. Even if they are government agents...” 


Maddie pats her husband’s shoulder, shooting him a warm smile before turning back to 
Danny. “That’s right, dear. Now, we really are low on time here, so if you could...?” 


“Oh.” Danny feels a little numb. He thinks he might be in some kind of shock. The relief is... 
dizzying. The hope overwhelming. For all of three seconds, before one cold realization snuffs 
it out. 


“T, um. I can’t change back right now.” He feels his parents tense, and rushes to explain. 
“That weapon- I don’t know what it did to me, but I’m... I’m stuck.” 


His parents both stare at him, and he can feel himself shrinking back. Fuck, he hates this. His 
core feels heavy in his chest. 


He’s well on his way to spiraling again, so he about jumps out of his skin when his dad 
lurches away from him. But all he does is snatch up a bag from behind him that Danny hadn’t 
even seen. 


“Oh! Hold on, I know I’ve got something somewhere...” Dad rummages around in his bag, 
grumbling to himself before giving a cry of triumph and brandishing his prize in Danny’s 
direction. “Do you think this could help?” 


Danny stares at the syringe half-filled with neon green, feeling a bit like he’s living in a fever 
dream. 


“It... it might?” 


He tenses when his dad moves closer, but relaxes a little when he hands the needle off to 
mom. Danny knows his dad can be careful, knows he has to be to sew the works of art he 
does, but he still trusts his mom more with this. 


Oh. Huh. Trusting her with this at all is more trust than he thought he had. 


He still closes his eyes, fighting every instinct to flinch away from the needle as his mother 
brings it closer. She murmurs soft reassurances to him, but he can’t bring himself to really 
listen. He focuses on the cadence of her voice instead, on the familiar squeak of his parents’ 
jumpsuits, on the arms still wrapped so gently around him in a comforting hold he really 
thought he’d never feel again. 


It takes a second for the injection to do anything, but he feels it the second it does. A rush of 
coolness flooding him, a surge of energy, a slow building tide of relief: He lets out his breath 
and looks back up at his parents, seeing the brilliant green of his eyes reflect back from his 
mom’s goggles where they rest on top of her head. 


“Does that feel better, sweetie?” 


He nods a bit dumbly, not sure how else to respond. She smiles. “Do you think you’ll be able 
to change again?” 


She’s still smiling at him, even though she looks worried, too. 


He keeps her gaze, taking a shaky breath as he focuses on the warmth buried deep inside of 
himself, and blinks the light out of his eyes as his transformation washes over him. 


Mom blinks a few times, too, and studies him closely. Her hand twitches toward his wrist, 
wanting to find a pulse, probably. But... when she looks up at his face again, she still smiles 
at him. 


Tears well in his eyes again, and he hates it, he hates feeling so pathetic, but his mom- and, a 
quick glance up to his left tells him his dad is, too- is smiling at him despite seeing him 
change back from Phantom. She brushes his hair out of his eyes, and brushes some of his 
tears away, and he feels like a little kid again. Like he’s thirteen and leaning against his 
mom’s side by a campfire, toasting s’mores and talking about old family recipes instead of 
ghosts for once. 


Like the last time he remembers feeling truly safe with his parents. 


“Let’s get you home, okay, sweetie?” His mom’s voice is soft. Softer than he’s heard it in a 
while. 


“Okay,” he whispers, just as softly. 
Okay. 


His dad picks him up, just like that. Cradles him like he’s important- like he doesn’t want to 
hurt him. 


Okay. 


This is real. His everything still hurts, and the adrenaline is fading into a dazed sort of 
exhaustion, and they still have to get out past the Guys in White. But his dad is holding him 
cradled close to his chest, and his mom is scouting ahead of them with a scary protective look 
on her face, and he thinks- 


He thinks it'll be okay. 
Yeah. 


It'll be okay. 


Chapter End Notes 


HAH! Bet you didn't see THAT coming! 


Which, funnily enough, neither did I. This was not supposed to have a hopeful ending. 
But halfway through writing this fic I was like you know what, actually, I don't want 
them to rip him apart after this. So here we are. \o/ 


Sometimes the characters simply do as they please. So Danny gets to walk away... this 
time. :) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


